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showed the manager the test he had applied, and satis 

fied him that the coin was counterfeit. At least, so he 

says. He does not disclose the secret of detecting the 

fraud, which is disappointing, for it must be a dangerous 
counterfeit, indeed, that can be 

" 
submitted to the action 

of nitric acid for nearly three hours without being af 

fected," which Mr. Woodland declares is true in the case 

of a chain of 
" 
mystery gold 

" 
put into his hands for 

analysis. One may be sure that the deception is not 

confined to England. Not only buyers of gold jewelry, 
but our Mint authorities should look into this matter. 

Montezuma. 

A LP HO SE DE NEUVILLE. 

The distinguished French artist Alphonse Marie 

Adolphe de Neuville, who died last May after a long 
and painful illness, was born at Saint Omer (Pas de 

Calais) in 1836. He left school with brilliant honors at 

the age of fourteen and, in spite of his parents, who 

wished to make a lawyer of him, he entered the naval 

school of Lorient where his natural talent for drawing 
was developed by the excellent Professor Duhousset. 

After passing a year at the naval school he was sent by 
his parents to Paris. Duhousset had told him that he 

must be a painter, and De Neuville went to see Hippolyte 

Bellange' to whom he submitted some of his sketches. 

Bellang? said to him : " You want to be a painter and you 
come to ask my advice? Here it is : out of a hundred 

painters who spend their lives before an easel, there are 

scarcely ten who do not die of starvation, and out of 

those ten there is not one happy. Believe me, my dear 

boy, return to your province and give up the idea." 

Young De Neuville, by no means discouraged, went then 

and knocked at the door of the painter Yvon and showed 

him his sketches : " 
Ah ! ah !" replied Yvon majesti 

cally. 
" 
You want to be a military painter, you'll never 

succeed." De Neuville next went to Picot who was then 

very celebrated. Picot admitted him to his studio but 

set him to drawing in charcoal, which was a polite man 

ner of telling him that he thought nothing of his talent. 

The young painter comprehended the lesson at the end of 

fortnight, left Picot's studio and painted, with his own 

lights, 
" 
The Fifth Battalion of Chasseurs at the Gervais 

Battery (Attack of Malakoff)" which obtained a third 
class medal at the Salon of 1859. Delacroix remarked 

the picture, made the acquaintance of the artist, and gave 
him useful advice. 

" 
Remember," said Delacroix, 

" 
that 

the drawing of movement is far more important than the 

drawing of form," a counsel which De Neuville never 

forgot. 
In 1861 De Neuville obtained a second class medal at 

the Salon with his 
" 

Chasseurs at the Mamelon Vert/ 

His fortune was made; the publishers came to him for 

illustrations, and, during the next three years he produced 
numerous fine woodcuts for the "Tour du Monde," 

G?izot's 
" 
History of France Narrated to My Grand 

children," and numerous other publications. In the 

Salon of 1865 he exhibited an " 
Outpost" ; in 1867 "The 

Battle of San Lorenzo" and at succeeding Salons, be 

fore and after the war, 
" 
The Death of General Espin 

asse," 
" 

Troops Passing a River," 
" 
Bivouac Before le 

Bourget," 
" 

Les Dernieres Cartouches," 
" 

Battle on a 

Railway," 
" 
Villersexel," and 

" 
An Intrenchment Before 

Paris"?mostly scenes in that terrible Franco-Prussian 

War in which he had served as an officer and which 

he depicted with the precision of a soldier. In former 

years De Neuville varied his military work with pictures 
of sea-coast and fishermen and women, but of late years 
he confined himself entirely to military subjects, and to 

the souvenirs of the disastrous war of 1870-71. His 

panorama of the Battle of Champigny executed in com 

pany with Detaille is a monument of his patriotism, and 

all his work both in oil and in water-color, whether exhib 

ited at the Salon or at the exposition of the SociGte 

d'Aquarellistes, appealed as strongly to the patriotic as to 

the artistic sentiment of the public. Indeed, as an 

artist, De Neuville was never the equal of Detaille, 

although their names were so often coupled together. The 

man himself was the image of his painting; always 

elegantly dressed in the style of a young man of half his 

years, his black mustache carefully curled, a dark and 

self-conscious look, a certain eccentricity of hat and of 

bearing calculated to attract attention, a brief and 

studied way of talking?such was Alphonse de Neuville. 

His painting was a kind of very successful woodcut in 

colors, an illustration full of dash and spirit. In drawing 
and correctness and truth he never approached Detaille 

and, while the latter might be called the M6rim6e of mili 

tary painting, De Neuville was the Alexandre Dumas, 

seeking always the movement and noise of the battle and 

accenting the dramatic and even the melodramatic side. 

Nevertheless, De Neuville was a conscientious worker, 

passing his summers in studying the landscape of the 

fields of battle which he intended to paint, and in winter 

working with his models in his studio in the Rue Legen 
dre. This studio was a curious scene. Instead of carpets 
and precious furniture and objects of art, De Neuville 

surrounded himself with broken cannon-wheels, bloody 
mattresses, muddy straw, battle-stained uniforms, casques 
all battered with bullets, guns and rifles of all kinds, 

broken swords, and other accessories of real, earnest war 

fare. The very walls of the studio are full of bullet-marks, 

the painter having fired at the plaster himself in order to 

get faithful models for the details of his pictures even in 

this minute particular. 
Of all De Neuville's pictures the most famous, and the 

most popularized by engravings of all kinds, is 
" 

Les 

Dernieres Cartouches." Upon the first of September, 

1870, a handful of French soldiers of all arms posted 
in a house in the suburbs of Sedan are defending them 

selves desperately against the Prussians. A shell has burst 

in the house and scattered d6bris and corpses all around. 

The bullets have broken the windows, shattered the cup 

boards, bespattered the walls. Broken chairs and arms 

are strewn on the floor. A dead soldier is being carried 

into an alcove, and the survivors are dividing among 
themselves the contents of his cartridge case. Two or 

three soldiers protected by mattresses are firing out of 

the window. One officer is firing a musket like a com 

mon soldier; another, wounded, drags himself to the 

window as if to continue the struggle. Death is on all 

sides in this room dim with the smoke of battle. A 

soldier leaning against a cupboard raises with pain his 

broken wrist; another, wounded in the shoulder, props 
himself up against a door through which we see in an 

adjoining room more heroic fighters. There is a verita 

ble fever and fury of carnage in this scene full of the 

anger and desperation of defeat. But one of the best 

features of the picture is the figure of the little chasseur 

who, having used up all his ammunition, is sitting on the 

edge of a bed where lies a dead comrade. His hands in 

his pockets, calm, impassible, useless, because he has no 

arms, the little chasseur is waiting for the enemy and for 

death to come. He has done his duty; he is furious, but 

immovable and resolute. Nothing in the picture gives it 

a stronger note of truth than this little chasseur with his 

kepi slipping over his frowning brow. 

THE PARIS SALON. 

The Salon of 1885 is not, to employ a French expres 

sion, the Salon of the 
" 
Barque du Dante;" it has not 

revealed any new Delacroix or produced any picture des 

tined to mark an epoch in French art. On the other 

hand it is full of interesting work, and renders an excel 

lent account of the healthy state of art in France. 

In the Salon carre, the large room at the head of the 

staircase, the first picture which demands attention is 

M. Roll's imposing 
" 

Labor?the Works at Suresnes." 

M. Roll, who is one of the shining lights of the young 
realistic school, shows us the works at Suresnes in all 

the feverish activity of toil. The rough ground is cov 

ered with carts, horses, blocks of stone, men wheeling 
barrows, others sawing stone, others hoisting timber, 
others driving poles, others manipulating the travelling 
derrick whose elevated rails cross the middle of the 

immense canvas. There is no studied composition, no 

artificial concentration of effect; the subject is scattered 

all over the canvas, and varies in intensity of interest 

only by the fact that the perspective and the distance 

necessarily render the foreground more vivid than the 

middle distance or the background. In the movements 

and gestures of the men there is no exaggeration, they 
are really toiling and moiling; they are painted in the 

blue-gray tonality of reality, and by the very sincerity of 

the whole scene, and the firm and serious rendering of all 

these men engaged in common occupations, the whole 

picture becomes imposing. In the same room is an ex 

quisite portrait of a young lady, by Paul Dubois, who is 

as great a portrait painter as he is a sculptor. Nothing 
could be more distinguished and more delicately yet firm 

ly and solidly painted than this young lady with her brown 
hat, her brown velvet corsage with a bunch of violets in 

the buttonhole, and a simple ruche of lace round the 

neck. The painter's brush has caressed the flesh with 

the greatest fineness of touch but without feeble minute 

ness. . Dubois's portrait is decidedly the finest in the 

present Salon, and its calm and serious elegance contrasts 

strikingly with the theatrical virtuosity of Carolus Duran's 

portrait of Miss Robins, or of the same artist's vulgar por 
trait of Mme. Pelouze under a red velvet dais with the 

image of her chateau of Chenonceau in the distance. M. 

Cabanel also has a beautiful portrait of a Californian 

lady who is the owner of the same maker's somewhat 

conventional picture of 
" 

Jephtha's Daughter" hung hard 

by. M. Bonnat's portrait of a severe old lady, with curls 

and a fine new black satin dress, is one of his best and 

most vivid pieces of work. 

The necessities of an official order have obliged M. 

Bonnat to cope with a subject which is the reverse of liv 

ing or modern, namely, the 
" 
Decapitation of Saint Denis." 

M. Bonnat's picture is a huge panel destined to form part 
of the decoration of the Pantheon. Certainly, it is a grand 

work, simple in composition, powerful in drawing, and 

vigorously painted by a modern master who worships 
the great Italians. On the other hand it is not tragic, 
and it has not the charm of the work of the faithful prim 
itives. M. Bonnat is an amiable Parisian who never fee 

lieved in the legend of Saint Denis, and who probably 
never thought about it until he received the order to paint 
it for the Pantheon. All that we can admire in this work 

over which the artist has taken immense pains, is his 

technical skill, and that we cannot admire too highly. M. 

Bouguereau also exhibits two large religious subjects des 

tined to decorate the church of Saint Vincent De Paul, 
to wit, the 

" 
Adoration of the Magi," and the 

" 
Adoration 

of the Shepherds." The painting is Academic, correct and 

insipid?a sort of enlargement of an illuminated image 
in a missal, without expression or interest. M. Bouguer 
eau exhibits, too, a"Byblis Changed into a Spring," an 

old subject to which he has imparted no other novelty 
than perfect drawing. 
. Near by is an immense and sensational picture by Ben 

jamin Constant whose work is highly esteemed by cer 

tain American picture-dealers. "The Cherif's Vengeance" 

represents a richly decorated harem, with a beautifully 

painted marble floor. Along the whole length of the 

picture runs a divan covered with rich stuffs embroidered 

with gold and silver, and surmounted by wall hangings 
of green velvet adorned with splendid embroidery, form 

ing a Moorish trefoil arch pattern. From behind a cur 

tain on the left, a golden ray of sunset strikes obliquely 
down the picture and flashes across the floor, which is 

strewn with the corpses of strangled and poniarded wom 

en, lying huddled in disorder among the tumbled cushions. 

In the centre of the floor is a patch of blood which trickles 
into the fountain-basin and tinges the water red. To the 

left are two black slaves, squatting cross-legged, and on 

the divan sits a warrior, with his cimeter across his 

knees. The picture is theatrical, striking, and clever, 
but you do not desire to look at it twice, and all the clev 

erness and device of the artist do not conceal the want 

of sincerity and the unreality of his painting. I should 

apply precisely the same criticism to M. Clairin's colossal 

picture representing the Moors in Spain, after a victory. 
This picture means simply nothing; it is a conglomera 
tion of costumes and people in theatrical postures against 
a rich background of architecture; it is an advertising 

picture meant to amaze the bourgeois. M. Rochegrosse, 
who astonished us with his d6but three years ago, when 

he exhibited " Vitellius Dragged through the Streets of 
Rome," and the following year, 

" 
Astyanax Flung over 

the Ramparts," continues to revel in carnage and vio 

lence. His picture in the present Salon represents a scene 

of the Jacquerie (see Michelet's History of France). A 

mob of infuriated peasants, armed with pikes and scythes 
and staves, are seen invading a chateau, and just rushing 
forward to murder the chatelaine and her children. The 

mob crowding through the windows is remarkably ren 

dered, and the whole scene is depicted with a dramatic 

power really wonderful in a young man of twenty-two. 
M. Be'roud's triple panel, 

" 
Henri III. at Venice," is a re 

markably clever piece of work in the conventional style, 
but finely composed, and painted with a minuteness of 

detail of great interest. 

Coming now to the examination of pictures of reason 

able size and of more general interest, we find Jules 
Breton represented by 

" 
Le Dernier Rayon," which is 

falling upon an old couple seated at their cottage door, 
while a child runs forward to meet a young couple re 

turning from harvesting. The artist, who is also a poet, 

explains the subject of his picture in a pleasing sonnet, 

and both sonnet and picture are full of urban senti 

mentality. M. Breton's other picture, 
" 

Le Chant de 

l'Alouette," represents a very plain peasant girl standing, 
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sickle in hand, in the middle of a field and listening to a 
lark singing. In the background is the village, and be 
hind it the setting sun. The landscape in this picture is 

exquisite; it is as fine as anything which this most poet 
ical painter has ever produced. M. Ger?me's 

" 
Piscine 

at Brousse 
" 

is a pretext for painting some nude figures 
of a most disagreeable and hard color. M. Boulanger's 
"Mother of the Gracchi" almost reconciles us to the 

retrograde doctrines of the Institute, so admirably has 
he rendered a mother's pride in her children. Hector 
Leroux has a beautiful little picture of 

" 
Jephtha's Daugh 

ter Lamenting," in an exquisitely delicate landscape. 
Aime" Morot has painted with the most brilliant techni 
cal qualities the disgusting subject of a disembowelled 
horse tossed on the horns of a victorious bull in an 
arena streaming with blood. M. Puvis de Chavannes, 
the greatest of modern decorative painters, sends a mere 
carte de visite, a small replica of his grand panel of 
" 
Autumn," now at Lyons. M. Bramtot has painted, 

with Academic sobriety, a singularly poetical and charm 

ing conception of the old subject of the 
" 
Departure of 

Toby"?one of the best pictures in the Salon. Isaac 

Israels, the young son of Josef Israels, exhibits a very 

strong picture, the 
" 

Departure for India of Dutch 
Colonial Troops," a work full of talent and promise ; 

Francois Flameng, a very bad Marie Antoinette in the 

cart, and a beautiful little picture, 
" 

Joueurs de Boules," 
which has in it many of Meissonier's good qualities ; M. 
Hen ner, a " 

Madeleine 
" 

most marvellous in color and 

painting, and a " 
Fabiola" whose white face is contrast 

ed with a scarlet hood ; M. Harpignies, a magnificent 
landscape; M. Renouf, a very mediocre 

" 
Man at the 

Wheel 
" 
which, taken after the failure of his picture last 

year, does not augur well for this artist, one of whose 

pictures has recently brought such a ridiculously high 
price in America ; Vollon, a pitcher and a brass caldron, 
as usual. But enough of mere enumeration of well 

known names ! Let us rather ask if there are any 
new men worthy of attention. There are several, notably 
a German artist, Richard Friese, whose 

" 
Brigands of 

the Desert "?a lion and a lioness, crouching on a rock, 
and watching a distant caravan encamped on the plain 

?is one of the finest animal pictures that has been seen 
, at the Salon for years. A Saxon pupil of Munkacsy, 

F. C. Uhde, has great success with a charming mixture 

of realism and religion?an antique Christ receiving a 

a troop of modern little children in a modern country 
farm-house kitchen. Andr6 Brouillet's 

" 
Jewish Wed 

ding 
" 

seems to reveal an Orientalist who handles brill 
iant color audaciously and yet delicately. Auguste 
Pointelin and M. Nozal exhibit masterly landscapes both 
in oil and pastel. Auguste Duret has two landscapes, 

with figures and farm-yard fowls, displaying fine quali 
ties of open-air realism and fresh color. M. Petitjean 
seems to be a rising marine painter. A German, Adolf 
de Meckel, exhibits a splendid evening landscape with 
the Dead Sea in the distance; and a Saxon, Max Ste 

mel, a pupil of Munkacsy, two souvenirs of Holland, do 

mestic interiors and figures, painted with great delicacy 
of touch and color, and full of careful observation. 

The American work this year is more prominent than 
ever. W. T. Dannat's portrait of a little blonde girl is 
one of the portraits of the Salon ; Alexander Harrison's 
" 
Wave," so remarkable as a study of values in water 

and atmosphere, and so poetical as a mere presentation 
of the sea, has a place of honor on the line in the middle 

of one of the great rooms. Mr. Knight's 
" 

Babillardes," 
Mr. Pearce's 

" 
Heart Burnings," Mr. Mosler's 

" 
Coming 

Storm," 
" 
Miss Gardner's 

" 
Farm-Yard Corner," Mr. 

Stewart's 
" 
Hunt Ball," Mr. Sargent's two portraits, Mr. 

Davis's 
" 
Evening Calm," Mr. Simmons's 

" 
Low Tide," 

Mr. Weeks's 
" 

Souvenir of the Ganges," Mr. Hale's 
"Winter in America," Mr. De Meza's "Portrait," Mr. 

Gay's 
" 

Spinning," Mr. Bridgman's 
" 

Summer on the Bos 

phorus," Mr. Healey's 
" 

Portrait," Mr. Platt's 
" 

Etcher's 

Studio," are all on the line. This year no less than seventy 
seven American painters exhibit, and out of all their pro 
ductions not more than half a dozen are so thoroughly 
poor that one is induced to wonder how the jury could 
have admitted them at all. 

J. L. Stewart's 
" 
Hunt Ball" is decidedly clever. The 

twenty or thirty elegantly dressed ladies and gentlemen 
who figure in the elegantly decorated ball-room all ap 
pear to be posing a little for their portraits, and they are 
so closely packed that dancing would seem to be im 

possible. But, in spite of this, the picture is full of 
talent, and the fact that the Due de Morny and several 
other 

" 
swells 

" 
figure in it, has made it the fashionable 

picture of the exhibition. Mr. Sargent is growing more 

and more eccentric and his painting more and more un 

pleasing. His portrait of Mme. V. represents a very 
thin, bony and hatchet-faced lady, standing bolt upright 
and looking very irritable. She wears an elephant-gray 
dress, the folds of which look as stiff as if they were 
made of tin ; in her right hand she holds a magnolia; 
behind her is a background of dark-brown woodwork. 
The portrait is as hard and unsympathetic as it can be. 
Mr. Sargent's other picture presents portraits of three 
American girls sitting in a sombre room in which their 

highly lighted forms cast no shadow. One girl has on a 

white dress; the second a red and white dress ; the 
third a red dress of a different shade. They are seated 
on chairs, the woodwork and cushions of which are al 

ternately red and black and black and red. In the 
middle distance is a table with a cream-jug and a tea 

cup. In the background is an indication of wainscoting. 
The composition is wooden and uninteresting, and the 

painting is frankly poor; the hands above all are mere 
daubs. It is extraordinary and inexplicable that a man 
of Mr. Sargent's undoubted talent should produce such 
inferior work. C. H. Davis's 

" 
Evening Calm 

" 
is simply 

one of the best landscapes in the Salon. The sun has 
sunk below the horizon leaving the cloudless sky suffused 
with golden light which is reflected on the surface of the 
reedy water in the foreground of the picture. Beyond is a 
vast expanse of meadow-land, broken by a row of pictu 
resque trees in the middle distance, and traversed by the 

silvery line of a brook. In the background the mist is 

beginning to rise in a thin blue cloud hovering close to 
the ground. It is, indeed, a picture of evening calm, ob 
served by a poet and rendered by a painter sensible to 
all the delicacies of values and tones. Mr. Simmons's 
" 

Low Tide 
" 

represents a weather-beaten old fisherman 
and his two young daughters loitering among the rocks 
and seaweed at low tide. In the background is an indica 
tion of a town and landscape. This picture has excellent 
technical qualities. But what does it mean ? What are 
those three human beings doing ? Where is the interest 
of the picture ? E. L. Weeks has made a very striking 
and brilliant picture out of an episode on the Ganges at 
Benares. Two fakirs are crossing the river in a boat: 
one of them is dying, and his companion is anxious to 
reach the shore so that his friend may expire upon 
holy ground. On the opposite bank, filling up the whole 
canvas, we see the terraces and loggias and brilliant pa 
godas of the temple of Benares. The scene represented 
is immense and full of incident, but the picture does not 
on that account exceed reasonable proportions. It is a 
remarkable presentation of the Oriental world with its 

dazzling luminousness and brilliant color. Wilson de 

Meza, who is, I believe, a new-comer at the Salon, has 

painted a portrait of the Countess Orsetti, with a dis 
tinction and elegance, and with a mastery of technical 

handling, which ought to make Mr. Sargent look to his 
laurels. Mr. Platt is also a painter who understands 
color and values. His work is very strong. Mr. Hale's 
little picture has likewise many remarkable qualities. 
Miss Winnaretta Singer's green cliff side with the sea 

beyond is sincerely studied, and the landscape especially 
is a good piece of painting. J. T. Coolidge's picture of 
an old woman counting her beads in a country church is 
the careful work of a young artist whose progress this 

year is marked. The cattle painters, Ogden Wood, Des 

varreux-Larpenteur and Howe are all three preparing 
to take up the mantle of Van Marcke and Otto de Thor 
en. Miss L?tz and Miss Strong exhibit clever pictures 
of dogs. Mr. Hoeber has a good picture of fisher folk 
on the beach. C S. Reinhart has a clever picture of 
delicate sentiment?an old Puritan gentleman reading the 
Bible to his children. M. Boit deserves high praise for 
his panoramic view of Tunbridge Wells, admirably true 
in color and atmosphere, and novel in conception as a 

landscape. Ralph Curtis has two Venetian pictures, " 
Saint Mark's 

" 
and 

" 
In a Gondola," which promise a 

strong artist. "Ina Gondola," especially, is new in concep 
tion and full of curious and ingenious research in effects 
of light. Mr. Vail's picture of the port of Dieppe is decid 

edly good and full of clever observation. Finally, I notice 
as a curiosity an immense long picture by Carl Gutherz, 

representing some two score reaping-machines working on 
a wheat farm in Dakota. The picture, I am afraid, has not 
had the success which the artist anticipated. Doubtless I 
have failed to notice many meritorious American pictures, 
but I am sure their authors will pardon me, for they know 

by experience how difficult it is to pick out modest and 
unobtrusive works in the confusion of the Salon, espe 
cially if fortune has placed those works nearer to the judg 

ment of heaven than to that of the pedestrian critic. 

The sculpture this year is not very rich in novelties, 
many of the pieces now in bronze or marble having al 

ready been exhibited in plaster at previous Salons. The 
most important compositions are M. Dalou'-s 

" 
Triumph 

of Silenus," and M. Croisy's basement of a monument 
to be erected at Le Mans to the memory of General 

Chanzy, and of the army of the Loire. Around an en 
ormous pedestal, which is destined to be crowned by a 
statue of Chanzy, the author has grouped combatants 
of different arms and of all the corps of the valiant army 
of 1870-71. Officers and soldiers, marines, franc-tireurs 
and mobiles, all appear to be desperately defending some 
last position where the French flag still floats. There is re 

markable life in all the attitudes, and energy and expres 
sion in the movements, and in this vigorous m?le*e of 

men, cannons and horses, fighting under the flag and 
amid the whistling of bullets, there is a veritable breath 
of heroism concentrated in one supreme and glorious 
effort. Here is a modern and realistic , 

subject treated 

strongly and with sufficient simplification of the compli 
cated accessories of modern warfare. M. Dalou's 

" 
Tri 

umph of Silenus 
" 

carries us back to the antique, only 
in this vast composition the sculptor has grouped more 

figures, more incident and more vivacity than the an 
cients admitted. His group, therefore, has not the calm 
breadth of the great Greek work. Silenus, mounted on an 

ass, pursues his drunken and joyous progress, accom 

panied by a band of nymphs, children, and gay comrades, 
who with difficulty hold him in his saddle, for they are 
all as unsteady as their master. What strikes us in M. 
Dalou's group is the wonderful movement, and lifelike, 
irreverent, and irrepressible gayety of all the figures. 

Really, the amount of talent in it is extraordinary, and, 
after the corrections and simplifications which the sculp 
tor will doubtless make before having his work executed 
in bronze or marble, the 

" 
Triumph of Silenus 

" 
will take 

its place high up among the great works of modern sculpt 
ure. M. Dalou's 

" 
Blanqui on his Death-bed, 

" 
is also, 

from all points of view, an admirable work. The old 

revolutionary is lying dead on a narrow mattress with 

simply a sheet thrown over his emaciated form ; the head, 

leaning over toward the right, is superb in sentiment 
and expression; the indication of the body beneath the 
folds of the sheet is masterly ; at the feet lies a simple 
crown of mulberry. This figure is finely cast in bronze. 

M. Dalou is the most imaginative and exuberantly crea 
tive sculptor that the French have had since Carpeaux. 

Another fine group is M. Fremiet's combat of a man 
of the stone age and a bear. A nude Hercules, with a 

couple of bear-whelps slung by a thong round his waist, 
is struggling desperately against the terrible hug of a 
bear in whose breast he has vainly plunged his weapon. 
The bear's claws have rent his back and are buried deep 
in his flesh, and you seem to hear the huntsman's ribs 

crack, so vividly and really is the horrible encounter ren 
dered. The execution is of unimpeachable sincerity. 

The finest funereal figure in the Salon is Antonin Mer 
cie's 

" 
Souvenir," destined to adorn the tomb of Mme. 

Charles Ferry. The work, of medium proportions, rep 
resents a seated figure of Athenian purity of form and 

line, covered with a veil. The poetic melancholy of the , , 

conception, and the delicacy of the execution are perfect. 
M. Daillion has two groups, 

" 
Happiness," a father and a 

mother kissing their child, a charming inspiration, and 
" 
The Awakening of Adam." Resting on his right hand 

in the act of arising from the mysterious sleep of his 

creation, Adam opens his eyes and looks upon the world 
for the first time. The anatomy is superb, the gesture 
natural, the conception simple and grand. M. Daillion 
is likely to receive a high recompense for this fine marble. 

M. Moreau-Vauthier exhibits a beautiful ivory statuette 
of 

" 
Painting," represented by a nude female figure hold 

ing a palette. The drapery and accessories are of gold 
and other precious material. This is a charming work 

by a master hand. 

There are upward of a thousand examples of sculpt 
ure, including, of course, a great quantity of busts, in 
the Salon this year. It is impossible and useless to at 

tempt to speak of all these works, individually or even 

generally. I have selected a few groups only for special 
description, and the mere fact of this sparing choice must 
be taken by the reader as an intimation of their high 
superiority. If I were asked to give a general judgment 
uf the sculpture department I should speak of it with 
almost unqualified praise ; it is very strong, very living, 
and very varied. With men like Falguiere, Paul Dubois, 
Dalou, Merci?, Fremiet, Chapu, Daillion, Idrac, Allouard, 
and Aizelin at its head, the French school of sculpture 
can hold its own against the world, T- C. 
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DECORATIVE PANELS FROM THE PARIS SALON OF 1885. 

I. 11 ABUNDANCE." BY V. E. MANGEANT. 2. " THE ESPOUSALS." BY T. CHARTKAN. 3. 
'k THE CASTLE LANDING." BY F. BREST. 4. 

" THE END OF THE DAY." BY F. HUMBERT. 
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